A good deal of misunderstanding has been caused by the
report that the reason I did not speak was that Mrs Budgett said
it would be a mockery for a man who had done his best to kill
her husband to make a speech over his grave, and that Joe would
turn in his coffin at the sound of my voice. Now it is quite true
that Mrs Budgett actually did say this, and that I took no part
in the speaking in deference to her wishes. But the three Labor
papers who have rebuked Mrs Budgett for making her husband's
funeral the occasion of an attack on the Fabian Society are quite
wrong in their interpretation of her remarks. She was not think-
ing of the Fabian Society at all. The truth is, I once did actually
try to kill Joe; and as it happened a good many years ago, and
he forgave me handsomely—though Mrs Budgett could never
forget it—I may as well do penance now by describing the affair -
exactly as it happened.
I was quite a young Socialist then; and when I heard one day
in spring that old Budgett was passing away whilst the earth was
germinating all around, a lump came into my throat: the only
one I have ever had. I got used to the news later on, because Joe
began dying when he was 75, and never got out of his bed from
that time forth except to address a meeting or attend a Socialist
Congress. But, as I have just said, I was a young hand then; and
an intense desire to see the old revolutionary hero before he
returned to dust took hold of me. The end of it was that I found
myself a couple of days later at his cottage at Balwick, asking
Mrs Budgett whether he was strong enough to see me. She said
he was not, as his heart was in such a state that the least excite-
ment or any sudden noise might be fatal. But when she saw how
disappointed I was, she added that he was so mortal dull that a
little company would perhaps do him good; and so, if I would
promise not to talk to him, and be careful not to make any noise,
she would let me up for a while. I promised eagerly; and we
went up together, she warning me not to trip over the high sills
or dash my head against the low lintels of the sturdy old oak-
framed cottage, and I doing the one at every door in iny anxiety
to avoid doing the other.
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